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	Honestly, I'm not sick!

Disclaimer: I, alas, do not own Harry Potter or any characters used in this story.

So here's the just of it: Harry starts to get sick at Hogwarts during fifth year, just before Christmas break. He's convinced that it's just a cold and waves off Hermione and Ron's attempts to get him to go to the hospital wing. He heads to Grimmauld with the rest of the trio and Remus and Sirius immediately notice something is wrong.

Alert: This is NOT a cancer fic, if you like those, sorry, you're at the wrong place. This is closed to pneumonia

VvV

Hermione and Ron were discussing the option of doing homework before break and not having to worry about it later, Ron of course, was objecting. Ron turned his head when he heard light footsteps coming down the stairs, while Hermione kept writing something about the benefits of the centaur's peace in the forest. The red-head was taken aback as he noticed Harry's look, not even noticing how sluggishly he was walking.

"Hey Harry. Are you alright?" Ron questioned his best friend, standing up. Harry seemed confused, as if Ron had just spoken a foreign language. "Yeah, of course. Why do you ask?"

"Just wondering. You look a little tired." Ron responded, trying to keep the conversation casual.

"No, I'm ok. Just couldn't sleep well last night." Harry replied, walking over to the fireplace and plopped down into a cushioned red chair. Harry cursed himself inside his head – Ron knew he wasn't sleeping well. He hadn't slept well since the Dementor attack a few months ago. Did he really look bad? He didn't feel bad. It was just a headache, and he was used to having those. Yeah, why would he look bad? It was just a headache and his chest felt kind of heavy, but that was probably from the lack of sleep. It was probably nothing, Harry waved it off inside his head.

"Watcha' working on, 'Mione?" Harry asked, resting his head against the arm of the large chair, his legs draping over the other side.

"Just some History of Magic homework. Essay on Centaurs and their aid in the forest." She said sort of quietly. She had now looked up at Harry and she too, could tell something was wrong.

Harry's complexion was pale and the bags that were now always under his eyes seemed to stick out more. His cheeks were flushed as well, but other than that he seemed alright. Hermione wished the thought away, knowing that Harry wouldn't say anything even if he was sick.

"How many days till break is it again?" Ron asked absent-mindly.

"Just three, isn't it?" Harry asked, not being able to wait to see his godfathers (Harry easily decided Remus was as much his godfather as Sirius). He couldn't wait to be able to see them and be with them for a week.  
>"Yes, just three. I can't wait to go visit everyone." Hermione confirmed, still filling the air with the scratching sound of her quill on parchment. Harry nodded, wondering what he should do with his day off today. Perhaps he could play some chess with Ron, or maybe he should catch up on the homework he was already behind on.<p>

"Hey, 'Mione?" Harry asked, lifting his legs and swinging them over the arm rest, sitting the proper way.

"Yes?"

"Would you mind helping me with this potions essay?" Harry questioned, sounding kind of reluctant to ask for help. Ron gaped at Harry as he openly asked to get his homework done early.

"Now I know there's something wrong with you. Why are you doing your homework early?" Ron asked, fearing for the sanity of his friend. Maybe Hermione had made him do it as a prank.

"I just don't want to have to get it done after break, trust me, I don't want to do it." Harry confirmed, sliding down to the floor and resting on his knees as Hermione explained the basics simply for him.

Harry hadn't quite noticed how tired he was until he had to actually do some work. An average of 3-4 hours a night wouldn't keep him going for long, he realized. He nearly dozed off halfway through writing an essay on the discussion of what was needed to proficiently brew a potion.

He kept on, very unenthusiastically finishing his homework for the week, the highlight definitely the transfiguration work, which he could easily do as it was a practical assignment. The feather instantly turned into a jar of ink as he waved his wand.

All the while, Harry ignored the kind of dullness that was spreading throughout his body as time went on. It seemed to center in a point behind his head, making him wonder if it was something to do with Voldemort, but that didn't make sense. It wasn't coming from his scar. He sighed it away, the thoughts only making it hurt worse. Perhaps what he needed was a nice, warm shower and maybe, just maybe he could get some more sleep if he went to bed early.

"I think I'm gonna try and sleep early tonight… Maybe I can get some more sleep." Harry said before retiring up the stairs, headed for bed, deciding he was too tired for a shower.

Ron gave Hermione a worried glance, then checked the clock. It was barely 8 o'clock, when they usually went to bed sometime around 11:00.

"Do you think he's okay?" Ron asked, looking back to Hermione, who had stopped her writing.

"I don't know. Maybe he really just didn't sleep well. He was acting sort of out of it, let's just let him be for now, I guess." Hermione suggested, shrugging. Ron had to agree, her reasoning was smart, as always. Oh well… He'd check if Harry was okay in the morning before classes.

VvV

Harry woke blearily to someone gently shaking his shoulder.

"Harry, come on, wake up. We're going to be late." Ron reminded him casually as he pulled on his red and yellow tie. Harry nodded sleepily, thankful that he had slept peacefully, even though it was only for a few hours. 5 hours of sleep, but no nightmares. That counted as a win in Harry's book. He swung his legs sluggishly over the bed and hurried to his wardrobe and pulled out his outfit. He couldn't help but feel the stiffness and pounding head increase as he slept. He thought sleep would help, but it clearly didn't.

"Do I have time to shower?" Harry asked slowly, voicing his thoughts to Ron. Ron, however, shot him a look that seemed to be disbelief.

"We have 10 minutes to get to class." He stated simply. Harry shot up at that, trying desperately to ignore the pain that seared through his neck and head at the sudden movement.  
>"Why didn't you wake me sooner?!" He exclaimed, quickly pulling on a similar looking tie to the one Ron had just put on.<p>

"I tried, Mate. You wouldn't wake up." Ron said, glancing at Harry with concern as he slowly pulled on some running shoes.

A few minutes later, they were running down the hall, Harry trailing slightly behind even though he was the faster runner, normally. They reached the transfiguration room just in time.

"Nearly late, Mr. Potter, Mr. Weasley." McGonagall said, glancing quickly with concern at the paler boy who seemed to be ready to fall asleep in the middle of the hall.  
>"Sorry, Professor. I slept in and Ron waited for me." Harry apologized and stepped inside the classroom, seating himself with Ron towards the back of the room.<p>

That lesson was quite simple, and Harry had achieved an 'O' on his assignment, easily turning the designated objects into other various items.

VvV

Harry, once again, tried to ignore the pain that was spreading through the rest of his body. His body ached immensely as he trudged to his last class that day. He sighed, with low hate in his tone. Defense against the Dark Arts had used to be his favorite lesson. That was, until Umbridge had waltzed into Hogwarts, teaching absolutely nothing about the actual DADA. He glanced down at his hand, which was also cut open, but decided to ignore it. He very luckily, didn't have detention today, as he had managed to keep his mouth shut yesterday, so he just had to keep quiet one more day and he wouldn't need to go to any more detentions before break. This may have proved more challenging than originated, and Harry was lucky he felt so awful, otherwise he would have earned multiple sessions after school with Umbridge.

VvV

Harry awoke, one day later, feeling absolutely dreadful. His arms and legs felt too heavy to lift, his chest was constricted and it seemed hard to bring in the air he needed. He had gotten, perhaps, 2 hours of sleep. Each beat of his heart sent rockets of pain up to his head, that made his vision swim and double over.

Ron was once again shaking his shoulder to wake him up.

"Harry, come on, we're gonna be late again." Harry mumbled something incoherently as an answer.

"Can't hear you, Mate." Ron said.

"'Gonna stay here… Tell 'em I slept in…" Harry mumbled out, hoping Ron could hear him.  
>"Are you feeling alright, Harry?" Ron asked, concern lacing his voice.<p>

"Yeah… Yeah – just tired…" Harry said again, burying his face into the pillow he was laying in.

Ron tried to place his hand against Harry's forehead, but was quickly swatted away. Still, there seemed to be a distant heat coming from his pale face.

"Alright… Do you want me to bring up some breakfast for you?" Ron asked, quickly pulling on his robes, trying to hurry so he wasn't late again, which would surely anger his mother, but wanting to take care of his 'obviously-something-wrong-with' best friend. Harry shook his head slightly, pulling a blanket over his shoulders, trying to hide his shaking body.

"Ok. I'll be back after classes alright? I'll, uh… Make up an excuse so Snape doesn't come back to murder you for missing a class." Ron said, before stepping out of the dorm room.

Harry sighed and watched his shaking hand for a moment, before trying to catch his breath and then groaning into his pillow, falling back asleep.

VvV

But therefore, Harry should have known he couldn't have slept two days at a time without having nightmares.

He woke up a few hours later, bolted upright in his bed. His hands were white, clutching the blankets on his lap, sweat dripping down his face. He was exhausted, moving suddenly had caused unbelievable pain to sear through his body, and all he wanted was to sleep, but he really couldn't bear the thought of having another one of those nightmares.

_Just one more night. One more night and I can get away from classes and can relax for a few days. _Harry coaxed himself into calming down. He trudged up from his bed, using the wall for support. He pulled a famous Weasley sweater from his arrangement of clothes and a pair of loose jeans. He, again slowly, walked to the showers and turned on the water, hoping the warm water would soothe his sore skin.

Alas, it did not. It seemed to make the skin burn, and the agonizing pain spread through his cut-open hand, making the scarred words sting. He stayed in there for a while though, not really having the energy to get out again. When Harry stepped out, he nearly fell over, not being able to see anything as blackness swarmed the edges of his vision. He didn't move until it passed, which actually took a few minutes. He dressed himself and fell heavily into his bed. Groaning into his pillow, he cut it off as he heard footsteps.

Ron walked up the stairs holding a small stack of stuff, to see an exasperated-looking Harry lying face down into a pillow, looking as if he had landed heavily, not caring where he was.

"Are you alright, Harry?" Ron asked gently, eyeing the fallen figure. Harry nodded his head into his pillow, the tiredness trying to pull him under.

"I brought you some food, since you haven't eaten much the past couple days. Oh, and Hermione suggested bringing up your homework, but its only transfiguration so I wouldn't bother since you are already acing that." Ron said, setting down a couple papers and the plate he was holding.

Harry turned his head, his cheek pressing uncomfortably into the pillow.

"Thanks, Ron…" Harry mumbled. "Not really hungry though…"

Ron scowled, confused and slightly exasperated. "Harry, you haven't eaten since dinner last night, and it's already about 10:00. When I last came up you weren't in your bed."

"Not hungry." Harry mumbled again, not quite lying. Yes, he was starving, but he was used to being deprived of food anyway, and he was pretty sure he wouldn't be able to keep food down, much less did he have the energy to eat.

"Sorry…" Harry apologized, noticing his friend's silence. He hadn't heard Hermione come upstairs, standing beside Ron, also eyeing his fallen figure. Surely he wasn't that interesting to look at.

"You're sick, aren't you Harry?" Hermione asked, adding up the previous notices. This, is when Harry realized he needed to improve his pretending skill.

"No." Harry said simply, turning his head back to the friends that were clearly unconvinced.

After Ron and Hermione shot him an incredulous look, "Honestly, I'm not sick."  
>"Then what's wrong? And don't even try to argue we know full well something isn't right." Ron said simply, copying his friends tone.<p>

"I told you before. I haven't gotten any sleep the past few days. That's all." Harry forced himself to sit up, leaning heavily under his arm that actually strained to hold his weight.

"Why don't you sleep? We'll wake you up before we head to Grimmauld." Hermione suggested, and Harry nodded as his answer.

VvV

Once again, Harry regretted trying to sleep as he felt only multiple times worse. The dullness and heaviness in his limbs seemed to climb higher and higher, the pounding in his head seemed to numb his thoughts, keeping his mind quite empty besides pain and exhaustion. His mind sort of auto-piloted his morning, not having the mental capacity to guide himself.

The next thing he knew he was standing next to Ron, Hermione, and Ginny, waiting for someone to show up. He realized it was probably going to be someone he knew, as he apparently wasn't allowed to leave the school borders without adult supervision (Harry rolled his eyes).

He was leaning against a wall, gazing at the floor. He heard footsteps and looked up to see Tonks in front of them.  
>"Hey, Tonks." Harry greeted quietly, trying to plaster a fake smile on his face. The other three repeated him and she smiled and returned the favor.<p>

"Right through here then." She said, gesturing.

VvV

Harry was currently being engulfed in a hug by Sirius and Remus, leaving him a short amount of room to breathe.

"Hey, Sirius, Remus…" Harry said, smiling gently, looking up at the two. Harry caught Ron and Hermione looking at him uncertainly in the corner of his vision and forced away the bits of blackness in his vision. He glanced again to see the other three currently being hugged tightly by Mrs. Weasley.

"Hello, Harry." Remus greeted him, also smiling brightly. Sirius nodded his hello, enthusiastically smiling. Man, there was a lot of smiling going around. Not that it wasn't great, it was just a lot.

A few minutes later entailed the lot of them sitting on a couch in the living room. Mrs. Weasley, Tonks, Sirius and Remus, Ron and Hermione, and Ginny and Harry all sat collected in the room together. Harry had noticed Ginny questioning Ron and Hermione with her eyes, then glancing concernedly at him. _Internal groan. _

A few hours later, Harry really wasn't sure how he was still awake. Half his body was shooting with searing pain, the other half too numb to feel. He also didn't know how he was drawing in breath as it felt like his throat and lungs were completely cut off. His head spun wildly and rapidly, making him not too sure of his surroundings. There was darkness surrounding the edges of his vision that he wasn't able to clear away. His face was gaunt and pale, his cheeks flush, and his eyes could honestly shame a raccoon with the rings around them.

To Harry's dismay, Sirius and Remus seemed to have noticed, but they thankfully hadn't said anything.

Harry had started to say something, but found that he was in quite a bit of pain as he opened his mouth. It was getting gradually harder to breathe in air. _Oh damn this… _Harry thought as he could feel his vision blur and double.

Very luckily, (In Harry's opinion) Sirius and Remus had just left the room to go do something quickly, so it was just the rest of the trio and Ginny left in the room. Harry couldn't take it anymore, and left the other three dumbfounded as his eyes fluttered closed and he fell heavily to the side, his neck colliding harshly with the armrest.

VvV

Ron wasn't sure what to do.

Hermione was gazing with her mouth open.

Ginny was scared.

Then the door opened. The other three standing, one laying sideways, unconscious. Remus and Sirius walked in, immediately pausing whatever they were talking about. Their gaze shifted from Harry falling to the other three hastily standing, stiff in their positions. Hermione whipped her head back to the door. There was two people standing in it. Remus was the first to speak.  
>"Asleep or unconscious?"<p>

"Unconscious. We think." Hermione answered. The other two rushed over.

"What happened?" Sirius asked.

"Don't know. We think he's sick." Hermione once again responded.

"Why don't you three go in the kitchen for now?" Remus suggested as he eyed the shaking, black-haired boy.

The three reluctantly trailed out of the room, not chancing glances backwards.

VvV

Sirius gently placed a hand on Harry's forehead and quickly retracted it.

"He's burning up!" He exclaimed. "What do we do?" Sirius asked, questioning Remus, who was actually quite experienced in healing.

"It's hard to say. Try and wake him up, so we can see if we need to call a healer." He said, thinking deeply. Remus and Sirius crouched down to be eye level with Harry, who was laying at a crooked angle with his neck pressed against the arm rest.

Sirius gently shook Harry's shoulder, earning a small whimper.

"Come on Harry, you gotta wake up." Sirius said softly, making sure to keep his voice quiet. Harry groaned weakly as his answer.

"Harry, come on… Gotta wake up." Sirius prodded again, shaking the boy a little harder. Harry blearily opened his eyes to find he was staring at the floor in the corner of his vision.

"Can you hear me, Harry?" Harry, as a matter of fact, could not hear him, too focused on trying not to pass out again. Remus had walked over now, and Harry was vaguely aware of two blurry shapes dancing around in front of him. He focused more on trying not to move, trying not to jar his extremely sore body, sure that it would stop him from breathing.

"Harry?"

That same, uncomfortable blackness kept creeping into his vision. It clouded his thoughts, made the whole position worse – not knowing what had happened, what was currently happening, how he felt. It all blurred together in a mix of pain and exhaustion. He could faintly feel his eyes droop closed, and that, now common, feeling of dread and dullness overtook his senses.

VvV

Sirius called his name again after he didn't get an answer. "Harry?" He watched with deep concern as his eyes cautiously closed, shutting out everything else.

"Remus, we might need a healer." Sirius suggested, only trying to focus on how he could help, nothing but worry and fear filling his thoughts.

"I'll call Dumbledore and get him and Poppy to come around as soon as they can." Remus said quickly, exiting the room.

VvV

Ginny, Ron, and Hermione were slouching in chairs, while Mrs. Weasley and Tonks were questioning the three, but they seemed to be refusing to say anything.

When Remus pushed the door open and hastily called Tonks over to the other side of the room, the entire room went silent. Tonks quickly walked over at the gesture. Remus leaned over and whispered, "Get Dumbledore and Poppy here as soon as possible." Tonks' eyes widened and she nodded swiftly, exiting the room through the other side.

"What was that about?" Mrs. Weasley questioned.

Remus, sensing he wasn't going to be able to hide it longer, didn't seem to bother lying, "Somethings wrong with Harry, and we're not sure what."

Remus then turned to the three teens who were looking at him with concern lacing their faces.  
>"Do you guys have any idea when this started?"<p>

Ron and Hermione glanced at each other, deciding who had to respond.

Turns out, it was Ron who spoke first. "It was about three days ago, he came down to the common room looking like he got ran over, then it got worse over the next few days, and he wouldn't admit he was sick at all. He just randomly passed out, right before you came in the room just now." Ron seemed pained to discuss this. "We didn't know it was this bad…"

Remus scowled at this.

"Is he ok?" Hermione asked, sounding terrified. Remus wasn't sure how to respond. "We don't know. He barely woke up and passed out right away, it seemed bad. I had Tonks go get Poppy and Dumbledore."

Those remaining in the room went silent.

VvV

Remus was leaning against the coffee table with Sirius, just watching the irregular rising of his chest. The door opened and he glanced up to see Dumbledore and Madam Pomfrey enter the room.

Remus nudged Sirius and he, as well, looked up. They stepped back, allowing some room. They walked over to a corner with Dumbledore, while the Hogwarts Nurse scowled at Harry.

"What seems to be the problem, Remus, Sirius?" He asked in his always-calm voice.

Remus was the one to speak, "Ron and Hermione say he's sick, he passed out just a while ago. It seems pretty bad." Dumbledore nodded.

"We shall determine how bad it is, and I'll excuse him of his classes for the next few days after break." The Headmaster explained, then left the room. Sirius and Remus nodded and walked over to the Nurse who was trying to determine how bad the situation was. They could see a scowl on her face, when she could normally heal just about anything, and that seriously unnerved them.

She noticed their appearance, and said, "It looks like Pneumonia, a pretty bad case at that." They watched in silence after sharing meaningful glances, waiting for anything to happen.

VvV

Harry, for not the first time that day, could feel some kind of feeling coming back to his body. He realized he felt a little better, some of the soreness was gone, and his pounding head wasn't as intense. His chest still felt sharp, and every breath was labored, but overall he felt a bit better.

Harry heard someone call his name, "Harry?" and blearily opened his eyes, to see some blurry shapes in front of him.

"Can you hear me, Harry?"

Harry didn't know who was asking, but he nodded his head slightly. He couldn't see anything, and having his eyes open just made them hurt, so he closed them again, relieving some of the pain.

"Harry?"

Harry mumbled something incoherently, "Hmm?"

Sirius turned to Madam Pomfrey, his face evident of fear and concern.

"Give him this potion, I can't do anything else for right now. Then I suggest giving him dreamless sleep, he has had barely any sleep the past few months." She gave two potions to Sirius.

She left the room, and Sirius gently walked over to Harry.

"Here Harry, you gotta drink this." He brought up the light-purple potion up to Harry's lips, but he weakly moved his face out of the way. Sirius bit his lip. "Come on, Harry." Harry shakily shoved his face away again, not getting very far. He grimaced as Sirius poured the potion down his sore throat, causing a weak cough that made his chest ache.

"Sorry, Harry. You gotta drink this one too." Harry turned his head again, well, he tried, but he barely made any movement. He couldn't prevent anything, when he felt a similar potion aggravate his sore throat, making him feel extremely light-headed. He could almost immediately feel himself pass out, that same, horrible darkness clouding his head.

VvV

The door got slightly pushed open, and Ron, Hermione, and Ginny walked in. They watched as Sirius quietly set down an empty bottle, and Remus watched the silent figure of Harry.  
>"Is he ok?" Surprisingly it was Ginny who asked. Remus turned to the three other teens.<br>"Yeah… He'll just be sick for a while. Dumbledore is going to have him skip classes next week, since he probably won't be up to that."

"What's wrong with him?" Ron asked.

"He has pretty bad Pneumonia." Remus responded.

"Did he wake up?" Hermione finally asked.

"He woke up twice, but the first time he passed out right away, and we just had to give him dreamless sleep, so he can finally sleep." They sat down on the opposite couch and watched as Sirius gently picked up Harry, and carried him up the stairs.  
>Sirius and Remus walked up the stairs and Sirius softly laid Harry on the bed.<p>

AN: I'll post more soon hopefully – I would love reviews! Please enjoy


End file.
